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(((6))) —- or perhaps you'd rather have something you can understand, 
some anthropomorphic office worker, for example. taken on those terms, 
love is unacceptable payoff smirk / translate that as the ATM machine we 
are squirting through. but just as you write that on your arm then everything 
fluoresces & all is blue winter varied stars / we are held inside 500 cameras 


daily: money is memory & absolutely involuntary. & all those pathetic 
attempts to squint out the cracks in the walls may be simply misguided 
attempts to look in (((9))) -- there is a lyric | in these poems & it it is 
annoyed by perpetual efforts to destroy it. the | is now an interferer, an 
inconvenience, a potential parasite within the clean capitalist body. in central 
london there’s a taboo against using the word LIPS. as for the address, the 
liquid “you”, it is the peace of calm lines drawn on faces, & erased (((41))) --- 
when a poet becomes a ‘classic’ /// fantasies about their —-- conformist 
tropes / just another component in humanities long and tedious drone 
toward its own destruction. kick them till they break. (((2))) --- interference 
/ each voice. by the fourth day coils of brightly fluorescent cells can be seen 
gathering at its borders: spherical structures containing the white pulp of the 
spleen. they do not proliferate, but instead become memory cells & crackle 
/ scientists have described them as the composition of intricate songs for 
love purposes / fortified like marriage, ringing with moveable lip: from a 
depth of several octaves might be described as an image window fit for 
polite society / mostly kept inside boxes & surrounded. what appears 
normal to daily newspapers is actually the residue of a few persisting 
neonuclear cells, scratches & static deep within the grafitoid receiver (the 
sky's culture logic). meanwhile, intimacy scratched from the map's spine 
trembles. the incinerated city lurks in the centre of the vicious heart's 
splinter (((39))) --- But Baudelaire is not so much a decadent as a disgruntled 
office worker. That's why you're interested (((3))) --- but there are still 
parts of town the papers are afraid of, even those printed deep within the 
territory. newspapers are day cells, and cracked, but our language is lower & 
is necessarily debased. the lyric voice is a tense flicker TEM “I would like to 
change jobs and it may cost me my life” ITEM “Il have been removed from 
the human alphabet” ITEM “perhaps at that moment | should have smashed 
him in the face, destroyed his office & produced a submachine gun to shoot 
my way out”. everyday life would love the ability to show you something 
that is not a diagram of these jaw systems & this research: these sane 
abstractions (((20))) --- the city was a line drawn from wherever you are to 
some other, more radioactive spot:: because there is always the sense that 
we will decay into ‘it’, will be experimental homeless persons waking 
invisibly in a separable commercial sphere (((10))) --- & yet for Hackney 
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every night stings. the cops here are very strange, & the males especially are 


shortlived & have no gut. the ocean is adverbs. their spines are moveable & 
hollow. at night they become active, swimming and hunting for food. like 
here are three smudged cells /// (((58))) --- listen, its just plain dishonest to 
have one room with political poems in it, another with love poems and so 
on. people do it all the time and it makes me puke. (((60))) ---- The photos 
were interesting to me because they were of the ‘invisible’, both in terms 
of being of rooms | couldn’t see, and of being of an asocial, abandoned 
space in the inner city / rapidly being cleared in the last push of the alleged 
creation of a smooth-surface postmodern city / safe for faux-bohemian 
yuppies. the ‘invisible’ is not some other-wordly visionary realm, it is just 
these abject spots / these gaps in the safely constructed social text, 
tenuously analogous to ‘poems’, where nothing ‘useful’ can happen ((1))) 
what voice are you on this morning? well, | feel like an infinitely dense ball 
of combustible metal i.e. a planet i.e. this city =:: cigarette / almond croissant. 
or the pitched green malevolence of the english countryside. it bark. its 
nasty little churches. then again, we can at least describe some of the 
elements necessary for a healthy personality: photographed 500 times a day, 
we are image cancer & proliferate, & our gesticulating figures become dot 
fixtures, an index of servile redundancy. so stop paying rent, & drink pink 
metal, heated. & sometimes think of the sky's image howling, creased & 
shared within these collective eyes (((32))) —~ each poem as a map / 
impenetrable chart of (a) no admittance except on business (b) username 
and password (c) human beings & their luminous explosions in space (((15))) 
-— most people, however, fall between two extremes & are normal or 
within specific limits, connected by a system of tubes & pulleys to an almost 
visible 
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roar within the tedious crowd. each letter of the alphabet is this communal 
“I. if you forcefeed them rubble & bulldoze their throat they will flinch & 
scream (((11))) —- the riot fell far short inside its microbe / hafrium / 
triangle / magnesium: a locked door torn out of the city plan, as if soil were 
not pelt & bones stored at discreet angles. we had been asleep for at least 
twenty years, interrupted only by the regular ringing of plump little cancers 
who would (((59))) —- You can bury my body down by the hiway side / so my 
old evil spirit can take a greyhound bus & ride(({7))) --- red orange sulphurous 
pink (((12))) —— there were really no cracks or splits. the landlord was 
closing down, revealing his own systems & constant fear of bailiffs. he slept 
in the terrorist quarter of London, entering each night through a different, 
Private window (((45))) -- “These larger concerns do not exist out there 
on some periphery of social space: they pervade the interstices of all that is 
comprised by them”, where unofficial parts of town are equal to unofficial 
knowledge. negative alleys, buckled & unbuckled, circles of absurdity, hurtie- 
gulfs, abstract sounds & silence. interference is the superimposition of two 
waves, usually correlated to the same frequency: different interpretations 
regarding the red pulp of the spleen (could be an enormous jail, or steeples 
& chimney pots stamping their complicated architecture against a vast sky of 
hair clamped into London’s traps). nature is a crack through which words 
watch us in colour, & the interrupting noise however momentarily freezes 
this, is the only carrier of truth right now, in scraps of litter & scratches, in 
weird odours of musk & rose, ail of life's music entering us with an 
amorous murmur. like getting a telephone call from the barricades, the 
Paris Commune. (((21))) —- we walked to the abstract centre of town & 
torched our inoperable discounts, thereby blocking every private persons 
view of the games. but there were no persons there. only noises from the 
suburbs, separated & scraped off. but that was yesterday. it is dark & | don't 
know which law to obey first (((48))) --- Baudelaire mingles his voice with the 
roar of the city as one might mingle one’s voice with the breakers on the shore. 
His speech is dear to the extent that it is perceptible. But something merging 
with it muffles its sound. And it remains mingled with this roar, which carries it 
onward while endowing it with dark meaning(((23))) —- In an attempt to 
manufacture my own ‘cabinet of curiosities’ | made a set of 25 assemblages 
from ripped up shreds of photographs, begging letters from Hackney 
Council Tax, pictures of Baudelaire and Jeanne Duval, photocopies of a 
vicious looking flicknife: scraps of the various kinds of litter that could be 
found in my flat at the time. These assemblages were held together with 
splatters of pink, yellow & fluorescent pink paint. An occultist would 
probably call these objects sigils, but as I'm not one | just. . . .(((40))) —- 
Made a study of social passions and covered it in mud and high-voltage 
towers. Returned to the basement and wanked hard, my fingers up my cunt 
inside Bruce Willis’ ass. It was above easy, it was cheap. Transformed into 
cold and heat, twisted lick elements. Shot load and puked for three hours, 
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wrote a report on the passions and signed it Bruce Willis. If you sleep 
under the towers you'll catch cancer (((19))) ~- was a set of photographs | 
took of the interior of a derelict building on Dalston Lane, 


opposite the theatre which had been occupied by anarchists & has since 
been demolished. | scrambled into the building through a hole in the wall, 
on impulse, & inside it was absolutely dark apart from a few cracks of light 
coming through gaps in the wooden boards where the windows had been. 
When | tried to take photos, the flash illuminated the whole interior, giving 
me a set of well-lit photos of a place that nobody could actually see (((63))) 
--- poetry continues because the chance for its realisation was missed . . 
(((46))) --— official secrecy is the occult reality at the heart of a society 
where everything is supposed to be available. Looked at from the opposite 
direction - wrecked and ‘delinquent’ parts of town, although absolutely 
accessible, are the occult secret at the heart of the society's discourse about 
itself. The ‘invisible’ is the street that you live on (((14))) ---- had stayed 
inside my room for a fortnight, & had injected a solution of hours into each 
minute, a 9% solution of soil into each day. a slow streak of silver attacked 
in the presence of noises noises from the absolute factories, 


ae Ng 
; rer 
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lined up just outside sight & forming a triangulation of forensic reports, 
unattended items & suspicious behaviour, such as injecting a system of 
hours into the most banal numbers, where the only possible voice is the 
one that says thank you for your cooperation & is made of wire stretched 
crudely from Kabul to Hare St/ blocks out most regions of the city / is a 

system of persons walking within wildly similar parameters, each only 
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intersected by a ring of static that - when the switchover occurs - will be 
absolutely inaccessible. under detached asphalt coatings & plastic bandages 
films of isolated seconds are found whose origins are as yet unknown. soil 
may sting if swallowed (((6))) --- sacrificial anodes. threads of voices. noble 
metals (((18)))----But the house! - how quaint an old building was this /// there 
was really no end to its windings - to its incomprehensible subdivisions. it was 
difficult, at any given time, to say with certainty upon which of its two stories one 
happened to be /// from each room to any other /// then the lateral branches 
were innumerable, inconceivable /// our exact ideas in regard to the whole 
mansion were not very far different from those with which we pondered on 
infinity. during the five years of my residence here, | was never able to ascertain 
with precision, in which remote locality lay the little sleeping compartment 
assigned to myself & some eighteen or twenty other scholars (((33))) —- Finally, 
as the poems are in danger of absolute illegibility, they become places that 
cannot be entered: or at least, not everything that's going on in them is 
ultimately available to the reader. | could print the poems neatly, but | 
choose to let them be swamped by static and interference /// these are 
polluted poems /// static: the most interesting sound available in the radio, 
or the TV / transmissions of the origins of the universe, etc. / information 
that, with the digital switch over in all broadcast media, will be sealed off. Still 
there, but unavailable (((28))) --- | had stayed in my room for a fortnight, in 
strange reflection, as a means of warding off the landlord (((29))) — it 
doesn’t work. he is thin & snaps ({(26))) --- | prefer to remain in obscurity with 
the masses, rather than to consent to harangue them under the artificial 
floodlights manipulated by their hypnotisers.(((30))) --- we were talking in a 
room that wouldn’t open, albeit one built 


from a 9% solution of real facts: a fibrillar system of enzymes & coagulants 
forbidding any direct access to the rigged games of official biology. some of 
us were free living, but mostly we were scabs built from social protein. the 
light barricades intersected us. the pretty pink tenements were irrelevant. 
but all that is past now, from the period when | would go hungry, wander 
about far below the starveling city 

if we say ‘love’, we 

do not repatriate 

the carnage left out, 

piling up like certainty 

at the windows, what 

unsettles, what we cannot 

hear, our fingers & 

inquisitions, looting 

our word for barbed 

(((22))) ---- since love & 
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hate are forbidden Without mess and stains, static and interference, the 
poem is in danger of becoming an overly smooth surface fit only for the 
lobbies of office buildings and as illustrations / expensive gallery catalogues, 
that kinda bullshit (((49))) -- the furniture is massive, curious, bizarre /// 
locked & secretive, uncut (((62))) “Everyone has the right to talk about 
himself, provided he knows how to be entertaining” (Charles Baudelaire) 


Poetics of Terror 


Esther Leslie 


Words rise up .... This phrase appears in Baudelaire’s musings 
on intoxicated experience from 1860. Baudelaire observes 
how, under the influence of something or other, even the 
tawdriest wallpaper in a pub turns into a magnificent diorama 
and the worst ceiling paintings clothe themselves in life. The 
analogies of Fourier and the correspondences of Swedenbourg 
incarmate themselves ‘in all things vegetable and animal’ and 
the whole world turns allegorical. Under the ‘magic varnish’ 
of hashish, the following occurs, in the words of Aleister 


Crowley’s translation from 1910: 


all things; the universality of beings stands up before 
you with a new glory unsuspected until then. The 
grammar, the dry grammar itself, becomes something 
like a book of ‘barbarous names of evocation’. The 
words rise up again, clothed with flesh and bone; the 
noun, in its solid majesty; the adjective's transparent 
robe which clothes and colours it with a shining web; 
and the verb, archangel of motion which sets swinging 
the phrase. Music, that other language dear to the idle or 
the profound souls who seek repose by varying their 
work, speaks to you of yourself, and recites to you the 


poem of your life; it incarnates in you, and you swoon 
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away in it. It speaks your passion, not only in a vague, 
ill-defined manner, as it does in your careless evenings 
at the opera, but in a substantial and positive manner, 
each movement of the rhythm marking a movement 
understood of your soul, each note transforming itself 
into Word, and the whole poem entering into your brain 


like a dictionary endowed with life.’ 


A dictionary endowed with life: this is what Baudelaire 
imagined — or experienced — under the influence of drugs. 


Words rise into life. From spelt to spell. 


Another instance of such an uprising, or reanimating of the 
word, the letter, of a poetics of the word let loose from 
grammar and dullness occurs a few years earlier in a different 
city, London. The anecdote comes from G.K. Chesterton’s 
1906 study of Charles Dickens, as he describes Dickens’ ability 
to conjure up the ‘unbearable realism of a dream’. This is a 
realism that, he insists, ‘can only be gained by walking 
dreamily in a place’, and taking in its minute elements, but 
unconsciously. Such realism, notes Chesterton, ‘cannot be 
gained by walking observantly’, a ‘priggish habit’. Attention is 
not the attitude to be struck. Chesterton elaborates: 


abstraction. He mentions among the coffee-shops into 
which he crept in those wretched days one in St. 


Martin's Lane, unauthenticated 


(quoting an 
autobiographical fragment from Dickens) “of which I 
only recollect it stood near the church, and that in the 
door there was an oval glass plate with 'COFFEE 
ROOM ' painted on it, addressed towards the street. If I 
ever find myself in a very different kind of coffee-room 
now, but where there is an inscription on glass, and read 
it backwards on the wrong side, MOOR EEFFOC (as I 
often used to do then in a dismal reverie), a shock goes 
through my blood.” (That wild word, ‘Moor Eeffoc’ is 
the motto of all effective realism; it is the masterpiece of 
the good realistic principle -- the principle that the most 
fantastic thing of all is often the precise fact. And that 
elfish kind of realism Dickens adopted everywhere. His 
world was alive with inanimate object. The date on the 
door danced over Mr. Grewgious's, the knocker grinned 
at Mr. Scrooge, the Roman on the ceiling pointed down 
at Mr. Tulkinghorn, the elderly armchair leered at Tom 
Smart,«- these are all moor eeffocish things. A man sees 


them because he does not look at them2 


It is this inattention that is remarkable — that, through 
Dickens himself has given a perfect instance of how intoxication or reverie, a more precise knowledge of what is, or 


these nightmare minutie grew upon him in his trance of at least, a more significant one, returns to us. Words are not 


' Charles Baudelaire, The Poem of Hashish, Readhowyouwant.com, 


2006, pp.65-6. ?G.K. Chesterton, Charles Dickens, The Echo Library, 2007, p.21. 
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pinned to meanings like butterflies pinned to a display board. 
There is loosening at work. In inattention, language, letters, 
words, freed of dry grammar or meaning, moves from 


something spelt to something more like a spell. 


The city’s languages rise up, demand attention, enter into 
complex combinations with our distracted thoughts. Walter 
Benjamin had something to say on literacy in the modern 
cityscape. As he puts it, in One Way Street, newly expelled 
from what he calls the bed-like sheets of a book, ‘a refuge in 
which script could lead an autonomous existence’, words 
flicker across the night skyline, glimmering their neon 
messages above shops, or they stand upright on posters, 


newspapers or cinema screens. 


If centuries ago it began gradually to lie down, passing 
from the upright inscription to the manuscript resting on 
sloping desks before finally taking itself to bed in the 
printed book, it now begins just as slowly to rise again 
from the ground. The newspaper is read more in the 
vertical than in the horizontal plane, while film and 
advertisement force the printed word entirely into the 


dictatorial perpendicular.* 


3 Walter Benjamin, ‘One Way Street’, in Selected Works, vol. 1, 
Belknap Press, Harvard, Cambridge: Mass. p.456. 
“ Walter Benjamin, ‘One Way Street’, in Selected Works, vol. I p.456. 
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These vertical and sometimes moving scripts make the fixed 
and regular print in the book seem archaicly still. The urban 
dweller must be able to read such a cityscape — its signs, its 
words, its images, a ‘blizzard of changing, colourful, 
conflicting letters’. Script, Benjamin notes, ‘is pitilessly 
dragged out into the street by advertisements and subjected to 
the brutal heteronomies of economic chaos’. And it resonates 
with developments in art, where, since Mallarmé, the graphic 
nature of script is incorporated. Mallarmé predicted the future, 
Benjamin claims, incorporating in his 1897 poem ‘Un coup de 
dés’ all of ‘the graphic tensions of the advertisement’. 
Apollinaire took this further in his Calligrammes in the second 
decade of the twentieth century with his ‘ideographic logic’ of 
spatial rather than narrative disposition.’ And the Futurists 
clambered on board too, with Marinetti insisting on 
typographical revolutions, to express the disruption of syntax, 
metre, punctuation in pursuit of ‘lyrical intoxication’ in his 


efforts at abrupt instantaneous telegraphic communications. 


Today, in the our cities, swirling, chaotic writing, words 
leaping from billboards, moving vehicles, LED screens, 
demand and" never find really atiedunté enough attention. It 
may be that our reading, day to day, in the cityscape, is more 
like a traipse through a blizzard of words that jostle for our 
attention, while we absorb them dreamily, inattentively. If 
Benjamin saw words mobilise into uprightness, now they 


5 See Christopher Butler, Early Modernism, Oxford University Press, 
1994, p.170. 
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swarm, chasing us, catching up with us wherever we are in 
those little handheld gadgets that people carry. Beeping, 
squawking, demanding attention. A flurry of messages keeping 
us on message — on line — on a line, hooked, lined and sunk. 
Our attention is commanded. Reading to attention: the military 
connotations of this epithet — the reactive senses of this phrase, 
its demand. Poetry can take revenge on this — converting that 
demand for attention into inattention, or re-attending to what is 


being said and making it mean anew. 


Baudelaire must reappear here. With whatever subtleties of 
spin, Baudelaire returns and returns. Baudelaire is, in Walter 
Benjamin’s terms, ‘the lyric poet of high capitalism’®, which 
means he is the poet who thematically and formally tracks 
capitalism’s moves, at its height and in its depths, from the 
perspective of someone who, as poet, intellectual, bohemian 
and seller of his albeit mental labour power, is fully exposed. 
Kenneth Rexroth likewise presents Baudelaire as capitalist 


critic: 


‘Baudelaire is the greatest poet of the capitalist epoch.’ 
True or not, this statement, with its Marxist 
implications, is appropriate, because he is specially the 
poet of the society analyzed in Capital or described in 


The Condition of the English Working Class. His 


5 As the title to the collection in English of his writings on Baudelaire 
emphasises: Charles Baudelaire: a Lyric Poet in the Age of High 
Capitalism, New Left Books, London, 1973. 
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subject was the world of primitive accumulation, of the 
ruthless destruction of all values by the cash nexus of 
the new industrial and financial system — of bankers 
and their mistresses in sultry boudoirs; of the craze for 
diabolism, drugs, flagellation, barbarism; of gin-soaked 
poor dying in gutters, prostitutes dying under bridges, 
tubercular and syphilitic intellectuals; of the immense, 
incurable loneliness of the metropolis; of the birth of 
human self-alienation, as Marx called it — Baudelaire 
called it vaporization of the Ego — of the Communist 


Manifesto; and of revolution and revolution betrayed.’ 


The shock, frustration, anger, disappointment and resignation of 
Second Empire France is registered, insists Walter Benjamin, in 
the very rhythms and diction of Baudelaire’s poetry. The words, 
the rhythms absorb the tensions of a new age. As poems they 


record, distort and rise above them. 


In 1921, Walter Benjamin reflected on the process of 
translation of Baudelaire. His essay, called ‘The Task of the 
Translator’ was a preface to a collection of his own renditions 
of Baudelaire poems.’ Here he explained what a translation 
communicated: not the imparting of information, but something 


that developed from the original — as an echo - emerging in its 


7 Kenneth Rexroth, Classics Revisited [1965], New Directions, New 
York, 1986, p.173. 


8 Walter Benjamin, ‘The Task of the Translator’, Selected Works, vol. 
1, Belknap Press, Harvard, Cambridge: Mass. pp.253-63. 
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‘afterlife’, its renewal through its existence in another language, 
another epoch. This is, then, not a theory of translation as nailing 
the meanings accurately, but rather something more supple and 
subtle, porous to context, open to historical change. Attention, 
then, to particularity, to historical resonance, rather than standing 
to attention before the military tribunal of accurate deciphering, 


the quasi-religious adherence to ‘faithful’ conversion. 


Bonney’s cycle of poems ‘Baudelaire in English’ takes on this 
sense of the historical transportation of a poem, which 
simultaneously samples its original historical energy (as does 
any montage aesthetic that valorises the specificity and 
historical sedimentations of the fragments it deploys) and 
releases it into the frenzy of the present. Bonney’s rendition of 
Baudelaire’s spleeny thoughts transports them into a 
contemporary idiom releasing something from them something 
apt for the present. The poems cannot be rendered in the 
traditional format of lines and stanzas. They are graphic, 
concrete. Any lingering languidity in Baudelaire’s mournful 
glance across the city is expunged. The language is banalised. 
The sentiment, elsewhere rendered as ‘When the low, heavy 
sky weighs like a lid/On the groaning spirit’ (William Aggeler) 
or ‘When the low, heavy sky weighs like the giant lid /Of a 
great pot upon the spirit crushed by care,’ (Edna St. Vincent 
Millay), is in Bonney reduced and de-poeticised: ‘&& 
sometimes th entire City/pisses me off’. Then, no similie is 
found to complete the image and the fact of this lack is made 


explicit: ‘like (no similie)’. Language is severely doubted — a 
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line is translated, but crossed out and only the word STINKS is 
legible. It is reduced but it is also stretched. Baudelaire’s idea 
of bored ghosts emerges not where it is in his poem, in the 
second line, but rather in a new stanza. The poem has been 
dissected, cut apart and the insides tumble down the page. Then 
suddenly we are at the bells of Baudelaire’s fourth stanza, and, 
after that moment of touching on the poem again, it takes off 
somewhere else, with only the slightest echo of Baudelaire’s 


obstinately complaining bells in ‘defunkt love;s chatter’. 


One by one Bonney retranslates Baudelaire’s poetry into 
splenetic anti-verse. The question of ‘fidelity’ is posed 
differently. No careful and scholarly attention to meaning in 
the narrow sense, rather faithfulness to meaning in another 
sense — the viciousness of the original segues with the 
contingent urgency of the moment. Language is torn. French is 
mockingly translated and the English into which the poems are 
conveyed is one that can only splutter its senses out, on the 
edge of inarticulacy. This is language damaged, language as 
damage, language as register of damage. Just as Baudelaire in 
his day stretched lyric form to incorporate new contents and in 
so doing, in a sense, ruined poetry, in order to make it anew, a 
certain textual violence rips up something that has sedimented 
into unquestioned value. It is a language that hopes to have 
ingested terror, a terror that might once have been a component 
of art — even this art — but is now absent. Sometimes Bonney 
takes the language of the enemy — Tony Blair’s speeches for 


one - and slashes it into part meanings, which release its violent 


101 


truths. Ripping the speech up — tearing speech itself up - 
exposes the violence that backs the seemingly innocuous 
articulation. The words are mangled such that they can only be 
spat or shot out on the edge of comprehensibility, but traces of 
their ideological force, countered in an almost homeopathic act 
of debarbing, are still audible, if only because of the 
predictability of political rhetoric. Those political slogans 
returned precisely to their origin: 1513 is the first attested use 
of slogan - the ‘battle cry’, from the Gaelic sluagh-ghairm, the 


cry of a war-mongering horde. 


Bonney, born in 1969, has published various pamphlets and 
volumes of poetry, including Notes on Heresy (2002), Poisons, 
their antidotes (2003), Blade Pitch Control Unit (2005), 
Document: poems, diagrams, manifestos (2009). His blog has 
taken over from earlier more fanzine-like outputs (such as the 
punk mag style Cul de Qui, produced with Jeff Hilson). His 
blog, Abandoned Buildings’, exposes his new works in serial 
form. Bonney is also a performer, somebody who ejaculates his 
work, rages as he shouts and stammers his lines. He performs 
his poems in the upstairs rooms of London pubs or on the 
streets during an anti-war demonstration. The fanzine format, 
the presentation on the stage of the politicised streets, the blog 
as accessible, instant communication (evoking Baudelaire’s 
line at the close of his autobiographical notes ‘Fusées’ - 


Skyrockets: ‘I want to date my anger’) — all these are elements 


Ee 


 http://abandonedbuildings.blogspot.com/ 
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that enhance the energy of the work, draw it out of the normal 
rarefied environments of poetry. Indeed, the title of the recent 
work ‘The Commons’, a poem of 140 fourteen line stanzas, 
indicates something of the political and social concern that 


motivates the writing. 


Like Punk and like Surrealism, the language of Bonney’s 
bouleversed Baudelaire and his paean to the Commons cannot 
shake off a simultaneous attraction and repulsion towards the 
Streets, attraction and repulsion in relation to the vulgar 
commercial contents that line them, the violence that is more or 
less openly manifest on them. The language and the mode of 
address is enraged and engaged. The very words rise up in 
rebellion against their banalisation, their being used as the 
oppressive language of propaganda or the dull languages of 
common sense ideology. Yet the anger and the desire to act 
cannot mesh coherently, because that coherence would be too 
complicit with corrupted thinking. It can, however, be a common 
resource, a splintered reservoir of memory, of anti-spectacular 
citations of old revolts, of discussions amongst ourselves of old 
failures. Through their incantatory power, their words as spells, 
new types of attention are conjured, new coagulations proposed. 
The graphic nature of Bonney’s Baudelaire poems impedes 
their easy reading, their untrammelled communicative ability, 
because their so obvious truths find it hard to make a passage 
into the world. It is as if all is turned backwards or on its head, 
toppled over or disarranged, in order to be all the truer. Their 


visual and graphic form suggests something splattered on the 


103 


pavement, words that rose up in advertising and avant garde 
poetry smashed back down to the ground, to the common 
ground, in order to rally the troops, our troops, to combat a 
terror that is outside us, but in every syllable of our language, 
every grain of our word and world. Shattering linguistic 
coherence, writing anti-writing, exploding the even line on the 
page, making anti-sense, upping the ante, allows, at least, a 
glimpse of parallel - potential - words and worlds that might be 


yet re-articulated. 


Extracted from Esther Leslie’s ‘Poetics of Terror’, 
forthcoming from Veer Books as ‘Veer Essays 000’ 
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reconstitute as the eye engages and the ear runs into them, leaving a sensation of 
dense physicality. 

A4 size. 72 pages. November 2009. £4.00 


024 Aodan McCardle, Piers Hugill, Stephen Mooney — 
‘Shuddered’ (2nd edition) 

Veer Publication 024 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-14-8] 

Three young poets explore new rhythms and sounds to make poetry that dismantles 

the everyday actual world of comfortable compliance and issues a challenge to hear 

and see and act differently. 

A5 size. 296 pages. February 2010. £12.00 


025 Jennifer Pike Cobbing — ‘SCRUNCH’ (2nd edition) 

Veer Publication 025 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-15-5] 

Jennifer Pike Cobbing’s stunning and extraordinary visual work has for too long 
remained unobtainable in print form. With SCRUNCH, the first of two collections, we 
present a startling selection of visual work that stretches over decades of innovation. 
This is a book long, long overdue, and features both visual poetry and visual 
composition in both black and white and vibrant colour. 

A4 size. 120 pages. February 2010. £10.00 


026 Out To Lunch - ‘Smooch Tentet Resolve’ 

Veer Publication 026 (ISBN: 978-1-907088-11-7] 

Bouncing out of the page, Out To Lunch’s brilliantly quirky Smooch Tentet Resolve 
explodes the confines of the page and the medium. This is a text where sharp, 
ratcheted language Is propelled by a cartoon visuality that is thoroughly modern, 
invading as it does the 21st century territory of the poem. 

5x8” size. 96 pages. June 2010. £6.00 


027 Cris Paul — ‘stenia cultus handbook’ 

Veer Publication 027 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-12-4] 

“Drawing on a long, and long-suppressed, tradition of visual and sound poetry (think 
Cobbing, think O'Sullivan, think Bonney), Paul's poems map out territories for survival 
by imagining new linguistic shapes. As one might expect, there's a strong element of 
magic to his writing - tanguage is used both as spell and charm — but there's nothing 
New Age about it. It knows its targets and It's out to get them. No one Is innocent: ‘A 
punch in the throat to both hapless and vanguard.’ This volume is a provocation and a 
necessity.” (Jeff Hilson) 

A5 landscape size. 76 pages. April 2010. £6.00 


028 Robert Hampson - ‘an explanation of colours’ 

Veer Publication 028 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-16-2] 

"Abstract and concrete, myopic and panoptic both. Hampson resists the painterly as 
he explores the intellectual colouring beyond or within colour [....] In a spare 
discourse, tempered with contaminants and politics, he spots ‘a glare of light/ on 
flaking paintwork/ in some larger economy’, and sets it down for us to consider the 
relationship" (Robert Sheppard) 

5x8" size. 68 pages. March 2010. £6.00 


029 jennypikcob - ‘The Conglomerization of Wot’ 

(2nd edition) 
Veer Publication 029 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-26-1] 
This second book of visual work from Jennifer Pike Cobbing displays the extraordinary 
breath of her practice as an artist. From photography, drawings, paintings, jewellery, 
work In ceramics, glass, meta! and wood to textual and visual work for the screen as 
well as dance and movement, Cobbing has produced an astounding volume and 
variety of work, of which this is a small selection. Again, stretching over decades of 
innovation, this work demonstrates her unfailing ability to bring the visual into the 
fleid of the textual. 
Black and white and colour pages. 
A4 size. 144 pages. January 2011. £12.00 


030 Jeff Hilson — ‘In The Assarts’ 
iat Hirauriatel 030 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-18-6] 
e! son's hilarious, tragic, wobbling witty poems mix the hi i 
: tragic, I, gh seriousness of 
meee Spicer & Ceravolo with the pleasingly ridiculous Englishness of both Stevie & 
ark E, Smith...Reading [them] is like encountering Buster Keaton in a codpiece 
staggering down the Walworth Road clutching a handful of Clifford T Ward & 
oe eid led being pursued by Francis Picabia & the Sheriff of 
air: eile A i 
Baten oon looray! Jeff Hilson's happy project is the most exciting in contemporary 
(Tim Atkins) 
16cm? size. 92 pages. July 2010. £6.00 


031 Wayne Clements - ‘Clerical Work’ 
Lae aun 032 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-19-3] 

ayne Clements reads his poems at an equidistance fri i 
(and the reader) voice and poem become one: as it shoula iy evel and ea 
visual, the voice and the page stress the predominance of variation and repetition as 
one integrated rhythmical device [...] This is high-intensity poetry, at once lyrical and 
Progressive, focussing on breathtaking linguistic detail as well as the broad . 
Philosophical brush strokes, subtly playing with all the Possibilities of creating 
Hewes including a graphic and sonic treatment of echo’s and silences; there is a 
rit wD movement to these poems which makes for irresistible reading.” 
5x8” size. 64 pages. August 2010. £6.00 


032 _ Harry Gilonis - ‘eye-blink’ 
shad Publication 032 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-20-9} 
e’ve all met theoretically ‘faithful’ translations; Har: ilonis’ 
; ry Gilonis’s eye-bii 
aka Matera faithless re-writings, re-workings, of 64 Seare ida tna 
Cane e Chinese T’ang dynasty (618-907 AD) - one of the golden ages of world 
A5 size. 112 pages. September 2010. £7.00 


033 _ Adrian Clarke - ‘Drastic Measures’ 
beta aelisal 0323[ISBN: 978-1-907088-22-3] 

such a lot of things going on between the words this is a i 

uch Poetry to think and 
hear with, its feelers tunnelling Into the language we'll never know rl outside of. The 
differences inside repetition, the condensings and distensions, ring clear as a bell 
rope le eld daybed (narcotic agent), making a continuous disturbance 

rand giving radiant edges to words so the demoti i i 

Dance of the intellect, with delight and irony.” eae ey nae ene 
(Will Rowe) 
5x8” size. 176 pages. November 2010. £8.00 


033% rpm MJ Weller - ‘Beat generation Ballads’ 
ce ep atl 033% [ISBN: 978-1-907088-24-7] 

id those feet’ yes the Beat Generation’s did finally in Engl d H i 
Weller’s culture-wrecking docu-track: this is what reall if ned, 1 iia Be eons 
Poetry ~ cultural studies can’t touch It!” Cee 
(Will Rowe) ¢ 
8.3” x 8.3” size. fo4 pages. January 2011. £15.00 


034 Gilbert Adair - ‘Sable Smoke’ 
ed Sesleri 033 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-23-0] 
ere’s on y one method: throw yourself into the darknes: i 

darkness of ink and death. Lose yourself in strange lapel Seaisee te te 

overspills, sleuthy overhearings, scatological flingings of language. self-reflexive 

poetics questions: these proverbs of death. If ‘sable smoke’ is an embarrassed 

reference to death then these are death grunts after the events, the transcriptions of 

ee bs tialhe hh alee dd of emphasis for the ear—nothing random. A little 
unning, infantile a - 

hear these death thes aun poe ad ue cul oor ona nay See 

(Robert Sheppard) 

US Letter size. 172 pages. November 2010. £8.00 


Burner Veers 


FEM 


Burner 000 Piers Hugill - ““Ways Through a Field”: 13 Lyrics’ 
Burner Veer Publication 000 [ISBN: 978-0-9558763-0-1] 

Piers Hugill's beautiful and poignant rewriting of the lines of field, poetry and process. 
Both surprising and densely material, this Is a text that encounters within its own 
processes the performance of field as both place and concept. This Is the first in a new 
series of Veer publications emphasising a responsiveness and an immediacy of 
samizdat reportage. 

AS size. 40 pages. April 2008. £4.00 


Burner 001 Francis Crot -— from a work in progress 

Burner Veer Publication 001 [ISBN: 978-0-9558763-5-6] 

Francis Crot's startling second excerpt from the extraordinary ‘Tragedy of Beyonce 
Knowles’, Labelled as Cuntomatic IT: Posture In Gloucester, this text extends the 
scope and horizon of the project far beyond the expected (or the rational)! Visuals by 
Claire Cecelia Churches Lindsay. 

5x8” size. 96 pages. October 2009. £7.00 


Burner 002 Tom White - ‘Old Sense’ 

Burner Veer Publication 002 [ISBN: 978-0-9558763-8-7] 

In Tom White's text, desire Is the language cruising to joulssance the words narcotic, 
solicit streets & be wrapped around tree trunk, substantiated through reflection and 
analysis down fishnet alleys. 

A3 size. April 2009. 21 pages. [comes In Its own tube!] £5.00 


Burner 003 Out To Lunch - ‘Swift Blab Residue’ 

Burner Veer Publication 003 [ISBN: 978-0-9558763-9-4] 

Out To Lunch's Hottentot heehaw of sheer joy in language: poems that lick their 
chops at the physical load, the zig-zag cut, the intellectual blast, the music of ur- 
sounds. 

Crown Quarto size. 36 pages. May 2009. £4.00 


Burner 004 Jon Clay — ‘Here 1-24’ 

Burner Veer Publication 004 (ISBN: 978-1-907088-00-1] 

In Jon Clay’s ‘Here 1-24’ emotional landscapes intersect with multiple interlocking 
“‘neres’, where presence Is both shifting and pivoted. It’s feet-finding stuff. 

AS size. 40 pages. September 2009. £4.00 


Burner 005 James Harvey — ‘Temporary Structures’ 

Burner Veer Publication 005 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-01-8] 

James Harvey's texts move into and out of visual spaces with subtle and striking 
thrusts. Open and closing visuality - angles abound! 

AS size. 44 pages. October 2009. £4.00 


Burner 006 James Wilkes — ‘Reviews’ 

Burner Veer Publication 006 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-02-5] 

This short collection relocates the review of poetry to poetry itself. Billed as ‘reviews 
of Imaginary books’ these texts undo the relationship between the poetic and the 
discourse of appralsal. 

AS size. 24 pages. October 2009. £4.00 


Burner 008 Nat Raha -— ‘Octet’ 
pes Publication 008 [ISBN: 978-1-907088-21-6] 
rom the anthropomorphic pastoral of A/f The Trees Of The FieldWill Ch 
hic Ol fap Their Hands 
we remove to Nat Raha’s metropolitik love”: familiar locations set to Seance, subtle 
musics that float over a “visual digitised to characteristic white caterwaul”. In a richly 
impure diction culted from Middle English to current technical vocabularies a 


synaesthetic lyric “soaks the recolour”. Orph i i 
Gea ee Pheus singt, indeed. 


5.3x8” size. 64 pages. November 2010. £5.00 


For Veer Books please contact one (or more!) of William Rowe, Steph i ie i 
y Me 
or Aoddn McCardle, or directly by email at eee i ce ic 


“Bonney’s Baudelaire is entirely successful 
because the poems read as both contemporary 
and ancient, as sympathetic and disgusted, as 
both classical and modern. They are certainly 
the best translations of Baudelaire in English 
ever written”. 


- Tim Atkins (onedit) 


Veer 012 


ISBN 978-1-907088-28-5 


